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Pass the a Honey 


T en sentences a 
man never 
wants to hear from 
his girlfriend: 

1. “Do you think 
you ever might want 
children?” 

. Actually, there’s 
a variation on this 
one: 

“Do you think 
you ever might want 
a second family, now 
that you’ve learned 
from the mistakes of 
the past?” 

(Talk about one 
that’s guaranteed to 
send em running for 
the nearest gay bar.) 

2. “Two of my so- 
rority sisters are 
moving next week- 
end.” 

3. “Do you be- 
lieve that our past 
lives determine who 
we're going to spend 
our best years with?” 

Variation: “I 
think we met in a past life, but the time wasn’t right 
for us then.” 

A. “I should just leave a change of clothes at your 
place.” 

5. “I told my mother and the rest of my family 
that they can’t live my life for me, and anyway, they 
don’t really know you like I do.” 

6. “Maybe some day I should go to work with you 
and keep you company when you're on break.” 

7. “That’s the third time you’ve mentioned her.” 

8. “I’m just quoting all the things you said right 
before we made love.” 

9. “I never thought I could like the suburbs, but 





Allison Mackie is your typical sexy evil kung-fu wiistroke with an attitude, 
in the latest attempt to mangle H.P. Lovecraft, Lurking Fear. 


today I was driving through a subdivision and, I 
don’t know, I just wanted to be with you.” 

10. “I can’t tell you what I’m crying about.” 

I’m telling you, guys, if you hear any of these, 
start thinkin pre-nuptial. Better yet, start thinkin 
Greyhound. I’m not kiddin. 

And speaking of nasty inter-personal relation- 
ships, this week’s movie is Lurking Fear, starring 
Michael Todd as a tall bloody-eyed zombie with 
nursing-home hair who lives underneath a Catholic 
church with a bunch of his fellow mutant slimebaby 
relatives. 

One day a cowboy-lookin guy played by Blake 


a LL ———— 


Bailey gets out of prison 
and heads for the church 
graveyard, where he plans 
to dig up a body that’s 
stuffed with money, only 
Jon Finch is a mobster 
who’s following along be- 
hind him with guns and 
kung-fu henchpeople. And, 
oh yeah... Ashley Lauren 
and Jeffrey Combs have 
rigged the graveyard with 
nitro, and they’re sittin 
around in the church with 
a pregnant woman they’re 
using for bait to try to get 
the creature to come up out 
of the basement, only the 
priest keeps yellin at em 
that he won’t allow violence 
in his church, and then the 
gangsters bust in and start 
shooting and takin hostages 
ane: 5. 

I don’t know what the 
heck happens in this movie. 

I really don’t. 

I couldn’t figure out a dang thing about it. 

All I know is there’s eight or nine actors wanderin 
around in a cathedral somewhere in Romania, 
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Ashley Lauren, zombie killer with a French wave. 





knockin guns out of one another’s hands, standin in 
the rain, diggin graves, slidin down underground 
tunnels, and gettin picked off one by one by this Acid- 
Face Senior Citizen Zombie. 

And then everthing blows up. 

I think what happened here is that they’ve run 
outta stuff by H.P. Lovecraft to make into movies. 
After they did all the H.P. Lovecraft books, and all 
the H.P. Lovecraft stories, they started adapting 
H.P. Lovecraft grocery lists and notes he wrote to his 
CPA. 

A little thin in the plot department, but lots of 
goo. 

Fourteen dead bodies. Heart-ripping. Shotgun 
blast through the chest. Fistfight. Zombierama. 
Catfight. Exploding graveyard. Kung Fu. Molotov 
cocktail Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations 
for Vincent Schiavelli, as the goofball funeral direc- 
tor, for saying “I stuffed the stiff’; Jeffrey Combs, as 
the whisky-guzzling Dr. Haggis, who says “This 
town has been on the goddamn dinner menu for 
twenty years”; Allison Mackie, as the dressed-to- 
devastate femme fatale who likes to do kung fu in the 
mud and says “Money doesn’t concern me”: Ashley 
Lauren, as the girl trying to kill the monster that 
killed her sister, for saying “Hellfire—just like Poole 
said”; and Michael Todd, for puttin on the serious 
claws and the old-lady hair every day to create 
Grandpa Zombie, who says “Your blood will be our 
blood.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Monique Gabrielle: On the Mend 


Monique 
Gabrielle (Em- 
manuelle 5, Silk 
2) has been recov- 
ering from a fall 
which produced a 
severely sprained 
ankle, back inju- 
ries and a knee in- 
jury which re- 
quired surgery. 
As a result, Ga- 
brielle cancelled 
all her personal 
appearances and 
film work for 
1994. However, 
look for her to re- 





Melissa Anne Moore 


Unknown Orgin 
is directed by 
Scott Levin and 
also stars Roddy 
McDowall 
(Deadly Game) 
and Alex Hyde 
White. 
Drug-smug- 
gling aliens come 
to earth to extract 
the essence of life 
from humans in 
the science fiction 
comedy Vampire 
Vixens from Ve- 
nus. The vixens 
on display are 


for Strain to once again grace 
the pages of Penthouse maga- 
zine in the January 1995 issue. 

Continuing in the erotic 
thriller genre, Shannon Tweed 
(Night Eyes) stars in ex-tennis 
pro Ashok Amritraj’s Victim 
of Desire directed by Jim 
Wynorski. Marc Singer (Body 
Chemistry, Beastmaster), Wings 
Hauser (Beastmaster, The Art 
of Dying), Julie Strain and Pe- 
ter Spellos (Sorority House 
Massacre 2, Hard to Die) round 
out the cast. Victim of Desire is 
set for release at the end of 1994. 

To be released in January of 
1995 is Axis Films’s erotic 


sume her busy schedule at the 
beginning of 1995. 

Melanie Shatner (Subspe- 
cies IIT), beautiful daughter of 
William Shatner, has recently 
completed filming the science 
fiction film Unknown Orgin for 
Roger Corman’s Concorde 
Films. Shatner’s starring role 
parallels that of Sigourney 
Weaver's in Alien, but with a 
softer side to her personality. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears 
on The Movie Channel Saturdays at 11 
p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. 

October 29: Julie Strain, Penthouse Pet of the Year, helps Joe 
Bob introduce two of her 55 movie roles: Fit to Kill and The 
Unnameable II. Fit to Kill stars Dona Speir and Roberta Vasquez 
as beach-bunny federal spies who tangle with sophisticated bad guy 
R.J. Moore and his nasty girlfriend (Julie). Julie has a very 
memorable sex scene on the kitchen sink of Moore’s yacht. Four 
stars. In The Unnameable II, Julie is the winged she-demon from 
hell that gets separated from its 300-year-old human host and 
spends the rest of the movie eating the population of Arkham, 
Massachusetts. In this H.P. Lovecraft adaptation, Mark Kinsey 
Stephenson is a bookworm who decodes the Necronomicon and 
unleashes the demon, liberating the beautiful Maria Ford, daugh- 
ter of the warlock who started the whole mess in 1688. John Rhys- 
Davies is great as a dotty professor, and Charles Klausmeyer is 
perfect as the reluctant friend of Stephenson who’s always one step 
behind everyone else. Three and a half stars. 

November 5: Guncrazy: Drew Barrymore is the town slut 
who falls in love with prison pen pal James LeGros. When he gets 
paroled so he can work for weirdbeard snake-handling preacher 
Billy Drago, the two lovebirds find they have one overpowering 
passion in common—they love shooting guns. Six or seven killings 
later, they’re holed up in a house fighting off an army of policemen 
led by Michael Ironside, and it doesn’t look good for those 25th 
anniversary plans. Four stars. (Second feature: Sylvia Kristel’s 
Beauty School: Lame plotless mess apparently designed to promote 


Michelle Bauer (Dinosaur Is- 
land, Nightmare Sisters), J.J. 
North (Howard Stern model) and 
Leslie Glenn. Expect a release of 
this film in early 1995. 

Beautiful Julie Strain (Fit to 
Kill, Penthouse Pet of the Year 
1993) will soon be seen in Mid- 
night, also starring Monique 
Parent (Secret Games) and Jus- 
tin Carrol as well as in Don 
Jackson’s Big Sister 2000. Look 


Drive-In Theater 
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thriller Undercover starring 
Meg Foster (Stepfather, Relent- 
less) and Athena Massey. Un- 
dercover is directed by Gregory 
Hippolyte and follows the Axis 
synopsis for erotic thrillers— 
extremely sexy! 
—MeE .issa ANNE MoorE 
If you have news for Melissa 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
PA fOgel: 





the Goldfingers topless clubin Brooklyn. 
Sylvia Kristel and Jane Hamiltonrun 
competing “houses of beauty,” with both 
trying to win a brassiere promotion con- 
tract. We’re not kidding. Zero stars.) 


Julie Strain helps Joe Bob wrap up “Attack of the Queen 
Bees” month, giving a new meaning to the term “hot set.” 


Tell me it’s just the herring sandwich .. . 


What’s Rotten in Denmark? 


hese new statistics 

came out last year 
showing that the city that 
has the most crime of any 
city in the world is... 

Would you care to 


guess? 

What do you think? New 
York? Rome? Beirut? 
Medellin? 


Try Copenhagen. 

Icanimagine almost any 
other people in the world as 
criminals—but Danes? The 
ones with the blonde hair 
and the designer duffel bags 
who grin at you in airports? 
The ones who are actually 
afraid to step ahead of you 
in line? I don’t wanna say 
these people are mild-man- 
nered, but they ask permis- 
sion before they sneeze. 

What this really makes 
me think is, just what do they consider a crime in 
Denmark? 

Maybe putting two slices of bread on your open- 
faced herring sandwich is a crime. 

Maybe it’s a crime to sell hand-made wooden 
chairs to Americans for less than a thousand bucks 
each. 7 

Maybe spitting on the statue of Hans Christian 












Carrie Vanston and Marissa Mireur—as you can see, these are 
Teenage Catgirls in Heat. 


Andersen is a crime. 

And what do the Danish police do if they catch 
you? Force you to drink Tuborg instead of Carlsberg? 
Confiscate your clogs? I mean, I can’t imagine they 
have actual jail cells in Denmark. In most parts of 
the country, they still run the subways on the honor 
system. They might ask you for your ticket, and they 
might not. Try that in New York. 

But let’s say you did have a really angry Dane. 
| Maybe he was drunk 
on aquavit, and his 
wife just left him, and 
somebody he hates, 
like a Swede, ran over 
his favorite weenie 
dog. How much could 
he do? No way he could 
get a weapon, so the 
best he could do is 
crack the Swede over 
the head with a Little 
Mermaid paper- 
weight, you know? 

I mean, I’m will- 
ing to believe that 
something is rotten in 
Denmark. After all, it’s 


Gary Graves steals the show as the psychotic cat finder who battles an ‘he culture that cre- 


ancient Egyptian goddess in the ultimate Steel Litter Box Death Cage ated Brigitte Nielsen. 


Grudge Match. 


But then again, it’s 


also the culture that had the sense 
to send Brigitte Nielsen over to us. 

Danish criminals? I’m sorry, 
but this just does not compute. 

Speaking of filmmaking capi- 
tals of the world, I always get a 
little goose-bumpy when I see a 
new flick come out of Austin, Texas, 
cause that’s the birthplace of The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre and they 
only make about one movie a year 
there, but they’re always these 
campy ultra-quirky drughead ar- 
tistic statements, like the one we’ve 
got this week—Teenage Catgirls in 
Heat. 

As the poster says, “When they 
rub against your leg, you cough up 
the hairball!” 

This is the story of what would 
happen if somebody’s grandma in 









Texas unleashed the power of the Dave Cox learns that it takes more than a big wad of garden 
hoses on your back to skin a cat. 


4,000-year-old Keshra Cat Sphinx, 
which looks exactly like one of those cheap black cat 
statues you can buy in art museums. One of these 
things turns up in an attic, and pretty soon the 
ancient Cat Goddess is commanding cats to fling 
themselves off telephone poles and railroad bridges, 
committing suicide so that Keshra might have abso- 
lute power. 


Rabid catgirls attempting to earn their Screen 
Actors Guild cards. 





Then the dead cats turn into nekkid women that 
walk around on their tiptoes and rub up against 
corduroy. They all get together in the house with the 
Keshra statue thingy, like a low-budget sorority, 
and then they spread out, mate with unsuspecting 
males, rip out their guts, and leave em splayed out on 
the ground with an ear-to-ear grin. 

Their goal: a race of Texas Cat People. 

Pretty scary, huh? 

Fortunately, there’s a licensed “cat finder” in the 
area, a guy who drives around in a pickup with a 
vacuum cleaner strapped to his back, listening for 
cat brain waves so he can... actually, I’m not sure 
exactly what he’s trying to do, but he’s damned 
entertaining doing it. 

Nekkid catgirls runnin around the countryside 
while being tracked by a loonie cat exterminator and 
a hitchhiker who finds out that the woman he lusts 
after most in this world .. . is a goldang cat. 

Pretty decent one. 

Three dead bodies. Twenty-two dead cats. Thirty- 
two breasts. Multiple aardvarking. Multiple 
catvarking. Breast-stabbing. Cat interrogation. 
Brahma bull Fu. Water pistol Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Gary Graves, as the goofball 
cat finder, for getting a strong signal on his radar 
and saying “This has gotta be some lunatic with a 
backpack full of cat heads”; Dave Cox, as the hapless 
hitchhiker who gets bumped out of a pickup truck in 
this weird town, for saying “Jesus! Suicidal Egyptian 
cat cults?”; Carrie Vanston, for being the first actress 
ever to actually cough up a furball on camera; and 
writer Grace Smith and writer/director Scott Perry, 
for lines like “Cats killed my grandfather!” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[ JNDER SIEGE 
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“Awesome” “non-stop” 
“big-budget all-star action 
flick that gives it everything 
itcan muster,” starring “be- 
lievable superman” Steven 
Seagal as acook ona Navy 
destroyer taken over by a 
high-tech terrorist and ex- 
CIA agent, the “excellent” 
“hilarious” Tommy Lee 
Jones, and his malad- 
justed cohort, “formidable” 
Gary Busey, who are try- 
ing to steal Tomahawk mis- 
siles and blow up Honolulu. 
Seagal is helped by “the 
quintessential bimbo,” Miss 
January 1989, Erika 
Eleniak, whojumps out of 
a cake with her “pair of 
Scuds,” and gets recruited 
into terrorist-fighting, be- 
coming the “Playmate who 
becomes queen of the kill- 
ers.” “Die Hard on The Love 
Boat.” “Better than virtu- 
ally any other film of this 
type—could easily be the 
standard against which ac- 
tion films are measured.” 
“Never a dull moment. 
Humorisexcellentlymixed © 
in with nonstop action to [Rs 
create an absolutely excit- [7 = @ . . 
ing movie.”“Tlladmitit—I : 
feel good when they fire 
those big ol’ battleship 
guns.” “First-rate—the best 


Steven Seagal kicks butt on a boat and finds time to mess 
around with a Playmate, too, in his best flick, Under 
Siege. 


Seagal yet.” “Seagal, although he’s getting kind of chunky in the 
stomach region, is definitely the king of the kung fu buttkickers. 
Academy Award Time.” “Eleniak is the first Playmate in history 
to get new boobs after her Playmate pictorial.” Eleniak has the 
best line: “He’s in a gunfight right now. I’m going to have to take 
a message.” Seventy-three dead bodies. Two breasts. Steel beam 


through the chest. Exploding microwave. Throat- 
ripping. Thumb through the eye. Knife in the head. 
Face through a computer terminal. Twelve explo- 
sions. Kung Fu. Table-saw Fu. Cast: Patrick O’Neal 
(Capt. Adams), Andy Romano (“standout” as Admi- 
ral Bates), Colm Meany (“good turn” as a bad guy, 
Daumer), Elizabeth Hubley (“good” as female ter- 
rorist Sabrina Ritchie), Bruce Payne (“good” as 
terrorist Charles Rain), Nick Mancuso (Tom 
Breaker). Writer: J.F. Lawton (“great story,” “plau- 
sible,” “dialogue hit-and-miss”). Director: Andrew 
Davis (“incredible,” “skillful”). [Warner. 1992/93.] 
Overall rating: 93. 


PRESERVOIR DOGS 


“Gritty and dark” “macho” “captivating” flick 
about “boneheads with guns” who assemble to pull off 
a jewelry heist, then discover that one of them is a 
police informer, making things “go from bad to idiotic 
as the players pop each other off playing ‘tough guy.” 
The “outstanding” Lawrence Tierney is the “gravel- 





voiced ringleader” who puts the six-man team together. “Master- 
ful” Harvey Keitel, as a seasoned professional criminal, is the 


DFA TH RING 


“Better than average 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Action Records 
Highest rating: 93 (Ricochet, 1991; 


Deep Cover, 1992; Under Siege, 1992). 


Lowest rating: 64 
(Miami Beach Cops, 1993). 
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only “regular guy” in the group. “Ter- 
rific” “sadistic psycho” Michael 
Madsen is “kind of like a junior 
Mickey Rourke.” “Very convincing” 
Steve Buscemiis “perfectly cast” as 
the “hyper, obnoxious” “cynical pro- 
fessional criminal,” “so slimy he oozes 
off the screen.” And Tim Roth is 
“extremely convincing as a wounded 
gang member. “Dark humor with a 
nasty, threatening edge that con- 
vinces you these guys are really so- 
ciopathic retards.” “Refreshingly dif- 
ferent—authentic. Nothing phony or 
contrived or unrealistic.” “Atits best, 
during the flashback sequences, it’s 
sort of like Diner with a death wish.” 
“Well-crafted tale that avoids all ste- 
reotypes about crime and action 
films.” “Fifty billon cuss words in a 
screenplay that makes the obscene 
sound like poetry.” “Madsen’s scene 
where he tortures the cop is intense 
and realistic, one of the most disturb- 
ing scenes I’ve ever seen.” “Keitel is 
god.” “Very interesting, but a little 
pretentious at times. The flashback- 
vs.-real-time format is kind of gim- 
micky, and the final three-way 
shootout, while thrilling, is down- 
right hokey.” Minority opinion: “Too 
artsy-fartsy for its own good. Suffers 
from repeated flashback story- 
telling.” Fourteen dead bodies. Ear 
rolls. Torture Fu. Cast: Chris Penn 
(“good” as Eddie), Eddie Bunker 
(Mr. Blue). Writer/Director: Quentin 
Tarantino (“dialogue witty and well- 


written,” “direction extraordinary,” “incredible,” “stylish”). [Live. 
1992/93.] Overall rating: 91. 


clone of The Most Dangerous Game,” 
starring Mike Norris as an ex- 
Green Beret who wins an “iron 
man” competition, attracting 
the attention of a perverse mil- 
lionaire, the “outstanding” “psy- 
chotic bastard” Billy Drago, 
“the benchmark of evil,” a 
satanist who “sends inter-office 
memos with a crossbow” and 
“enjoys hunting humans and 
drinking snake blood on his pri- 
vate island.” Drago kidnaps 
Norris and his girlfriend, Isabel 
Glasser, then forces Norris to 
fight for his life against four 
“wackos” who have paid 
$100,000 to hunt him down. 
Along the way Norris hooks up 
with the “dork” Don Swayze, 
“who speaks some strange dia- 
lect of English” that makes “all 
his lines complete unintelli- 


gible” and has been hiding in a cave and eating bugs for two 
months. The two men team up with helicopter pilot Chad 
McQueen to face the hunters. “Classic story line—I saw it on 
Gilligan’s Island.” “Although the plot is pitifully simple, this film 
is so perfectly executed that only the most jaded or snootiest of 


filmgoers will fail to appreciate it.” “Nonstop action with no pesky 


plot developments to get in the gag 
way.” “Another flick with ‘too 
young to be a Vietnam vet leading 
man’ syndrome.” “Has more than 
its fair share of famous actor’s 
relatives—the brothers of Chuck 
Norris and Patrick Swayze, as well 
as Steve McQueen’s little boy 
Chad.” “Norris is a slightly better 
actor but amuch worse kickboxer 
than his daddy Chuck.” Seven- 
teen dead bodies. Four breasts. 
Three explosions. Fork in hand. 
Burning finger. Face smearing. 
Sword in the groin. Throat-cut- 
ting. Spears through the chest. 
Decapitation. Tree trunk to the 
ribs. Eight Kung Fu sequences. 
Crossbow Fu. Chinese star Fu. 
Cast: Elizabeth Fong Sung 
(“standout” as “evil assistant” Ms. 
Ling), George Kee Chiung 
(“good” as Mr. Chen), Tammy 
Stones (“two standouts” as Cindy 
Macklin). Writer: George T. Le 
Brun. Director: R.J. Kizer 
(“good”). [Trans Atlantic/New 
Line. 1993.] Overall rating: 88. 


L_IWeE WIRE 
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“Clever” “far-fetched” thriller starring the “great” Pierce 
Brosnan as a cynical FBI bomb expert “with bomb-proof ar- 
mored hair” who’s “like MacGuyver with a mean streak anda bad 
attitude.” He’s assigned to protect a “weenie” senator, “excellent” 
Ron Silver, who is having an affair with Brosnan’s wife, Lisa 
Eilbacher. Meanwhile, the “sulking and sneering” Ben Cross 
is “pretty good” as a “sleazy” terrorist weapons dealer designing 
a new explosive that looks and tastes like water, so that he can 
take his revenge on U.S. Senators who double-crossed him. “Cool 
exploding people—right before they blow, they split open like 
overcooked hot dogs.” “Why would both these men want Lisa 
Eilbacher?” “The villains are cardboard characters.” “Silver’s 
hair-style is way too cool for a U.S. Senator.” “The plagiaristic 
screenwriter fails to credit Kurt Vonnegut. The whole exploding- 
water concept is stolen directly from Cat’s Cradle.” Bart Baker's 
script has “some fantastic one-liners,” including “Quit cheating 
on your husband—and put on some underwear.” Twenty-six dead 
bodies. Two breasts. Nails in the throat. Pen in the neck. Spiked 
fence through the chest. Bleeding eyes. Flesh-ripping. Fifteen 
explosions. Gratuitous Brosnan butt (“yuck!”). Cast: Brent 
Jennings (“good” as bomb investigator Shane Rogers), Clem- 
ent von Franckenstein (“standout” as Dr. Bernard), Tony 
Plana (Al-red), Al Waxman (James Garvey), Phillip Baker 
Hall (Sen. Thyme), Michael St. Gerard (Ben), Ivan E. Roth 
(process server). Director: Christian Duguay (“excellent”). [New 
Line. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 87. 


(4PONE 


“First-rate” but “slow,” “slick but flat” gangster drama, “told 
in annoying flashback fashion,” starring “lame” “unconvincing” 
Ray Sharkey, who is “not fat enough” but has “moments of 
brilliance” as an “old, doddering, drooling” Al Capone, reminisc- 
ing at his Miami retirement mansion with the FBI agent who sent 
him to Alcatraz, the “wooden” Keith Carradine. Carradine 


plays a cop with an unsettled grudge, fighting his FBI superiors 
in the effort to get Capone, but he’s seduced by a bimbo waitress, 
“hotter than hell” Debrah Farentino, who turns out to be 
working for Capone. Elliot Ness is portrayed as a “simpering, 
spotlight-grabbing prima donna” who took all the credit for 
Capone’s capture. “Given the real-life story of Big Al, my pet sea 


... kill. 


. well 
monkeys could have made a better film. They spend about five 
minutes trying to explain away why decrepit old Alcatraz does 
not look brand new, because the idiots filmed on location. ‘Of 
course, it’s not done yet, you understand.” “Has the feel of a TV 
movie.” “Very little action for a mobster film. No massacre scene.” 
“How can you make a mobster film and not have at least one car 
bomb? Capone himself doesn’t even kill anyone personally.” 
“Carradine now plays the role of Will Rogers in all of his movies.” 
“Carradine is so boring and annoying that you wish Capone will 
blow his brains out so the movie will end.” “Lousy weapons stunts, 
like three shots from a double-barrel shotgun.” Minority opinion: 
“Beautiful production, with expert direction, lots of location 
scenes, even a well-choreographed love scene. Not the usual 
good-triumphs-over-evil fare. Excellent, first class, well worth 
watching.” Fourteen dead bodies. Eight breasts. Gratuitous fan 
dance. Thompson model 1928 submachine gun Fu. Piano wire Fu. 
Ice-tong Fu. Cast: Charles Haid (“weak” as Alex), Jayne 
Atkinson, Charles Hallahan, Neil Guintoli (Dutch Schultz). 
Writer: Tracy Keenan Wynn (“good story,” “uneven,” “under- 
developed subplots,” “hokey tacked-on ending”). Director: 
Michael Pressman (“fair”). [River City Productions/Vidmark. 
1989/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


D IRTY WORK 


“Pretty bland” but “competent” crime drama starring the 
“fine” Kevin Dobson as a “whiny” “naive, goody-goody, anal- 
retentive” cop forced to go up against his friend and ex-partner, 
the “convincing” “sleazebag” John Ashton, who has turned into 
a drug-dealing bail bondsman who is stealing counterfeit money 
from the mob, then lying, cheating and stealing to cover it up. “A 
twisted morality lesson at the end is hard to swallow.” “I really 
don’t know why I like this film so much. There’s little action, no 
nudity, and virtually no gore. But surprisingly good.” “Obviously 
a made-for-TV movie. The only action happens at the end during 
a shootout that starts in a greasy diner and ends in a subway 
train.” “If the counterfeit money is so bogus everyone spots it in 
three seconds, why do the gangsters want it so bad? And you can 


only fire somany hundred machine-gun rounds at Dobson before 
I start figuring he’s gotta take a hit.” “Why is the mob worried 
about counterfeit money? Why do they have it in the first place? 
Ifthey want to be sure not to punish the wrong man, why dispatch 


a hit team?” “A mob boss is so upset over fifteen thousand dollars 
that he will kill?” Ashton has the best line: “If it wasn’t for me, 
you'd be doing the dirt mambo.” Four dead bodies. Telephone 
strangling. Cast: Mitchell Ryan (“good” as the chief mobster), 
Roxann Biggs (“weak” as Laney Vincent), Jason Schombing 
(“isn’t really worth all the effort” as Joey the kid), Donnelly 
Rhodes, Jim Byrnes, George Josef (Phillip), Bernie Coulson 
(Johnny). Writer: Aaron Julien (“well-written,” “weak,” “many 
cliche scenes”). Director: John McPherson (“good”). [Pacific/ 
Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 81. 


TREET HUNTER 


One of those love-it-or-hate-it jobs, either “solid, fun” 
“blaxploitation” or a “dull” “cheap” “piece of trash” about a “beef- 
jerky-eating” ex-cop turned bounty hunter, the “outstanding” 
Steve James, single-handedly hunting down the deadliest Co- 
lombian drug gang in New York, led by a “sadistic mercenary,” 
the “enlightening” Reb Brown, a “psycho commando who babbles 
about Napoleon and Benedict Arnold while he’s kickboxing.” 
James is “the nineties Shaft.” He “delivers good firepower, good 
kung fu, and no apologies,” as he “dresses like a High Plains 
Drifter, drives a van with a couple Batmobile accessories, and 
hangs out with a Doberman named Munch.” He even has time for 
a “standout” girlfriend, Valarie Pettiford. “All of the essential 
elements of a good action film, but the whole is less than the sum 
of the parts. It never rises above the mundane.” “A whole lot of jive 
talk.” “James seems to have the same bored expression on his face 
in every scene.” “Brown is gettin’ old. In his kung fu scenes, he is 
totally unable to kick any higher than James’ knee.” “Brown is 








Reb Brown (left) is a sadistic mercenary and a Greek soldier, and Steve James is 
“the Shaft of the nineties” in the love-it-or-hate-it drug-gang flick, Street Hunter. 


nothing but boring.” “Is that a young Ice T playing a gang 
member?” “The music sounds as if it were lifted from a seventies 
dirty movie.” James has the best line: “The more people I meet, 
the better I like my dog.” Fifty-three dead bodies. Four breasts. 
Throat-slitting. Ninja throwing star. 
One motor vehicle chase. Four explo- 
sions. Multiple Kung Fu. Frying pan 
Fu. Cast: K. Todd Freeman (‘hilari- 
ous in a small role as a would-be car 
thief”), Richie Havens (“gratuitous” 
as the night club owner), Frank 
Vincent (“weak” as Don Mario 
Romano), John Leguizamo (Angel), 
Mario Todisco (bodyguard), Tom 
Wright (“good” as bad cop Riley). 
Writers: John A. Gallagher, James 
(“good story”). Director: Gallagher. 
[21st Century/RCA-Columbia. 1990/ 
91.] Overall rating: 81. 


ALIEN PRIVATE EYE 


“Amateurish” “very B movie” 
with “an unintentional campiness,” 
“a blend of inspiration and incompe- 
tence,” starring Nikki Fastinetti, 
“a Superfly Vulcan with a pimp hat” 
from outer space “with a white 
Michael Jackson glove and Mr. Spock 
ears,” who’s trying to find a magical 
black disc that “looks like aclay skeet 
painted black.” The disc contains the 
secret of making a powerful illegal 
otherworldly drug—and, oh yeah, it’s also an alien nuclear bomb. 
He joins up with a slut (“standout” Brenda Winston, who 
“unleashes her ballast buoys”), her junkie brother Tony Wells, 
and two alien federal agents to keep “a Hitler-worshipping 
murderer with a hollowed-out tooth that shoots poison” (Cliff 
Aduddell) from obtaining the other half of the disc. “An amazing 
film. Terrible dialogue, made enjoyable by really bad acting, kept 
interesting by lightning-fast, illogical transitions. The first half 
hour I couldn’t stop laughing. It slows down later, but is still 
enjoyable.” “A ‘Just Say No To Drugs’ movie disguised as a sci-fi/ 
action/comedy.” “The term pitiful comes to mind.” “A very odd 
fusion of police action, science fiction, Mike Hammer, Michael 
Jackson, disco, John Travolta, Indiana Jones, Peter Lorre, Rambo, 
Coneheads, and Mr. Spock ripoffs. Wow! What an endeavor of 
plagiarism!” “A ‘whoosh!’ during every punch or kick is much 
louder than the dialogue.” “Pathetic, far-fetched, amateurish 
acting.” “Fastinetti probably took up martial arts to compensate 
for his wimpy, nasal voice.” “Very poor sound quality.” Fastinetti 
has the best line: “What are you, prejudiced? Suppose I was an 
alien Jew.” Twenty-seven dead bodies. Two breasts. Acid-spit- 
ting. Syringe in the head. One motor vehicle chase, with crash 
and burn. One explosion. Ear rolls. Kung Fu. Cast: Robert 
Axelrod (“good” as henchman Scunge), Leeanne Lee, John 
Alexander (“acting like Stimpy, with Ren’s voice,” “really awful 
Peter Lorre impression” as bad-guy alien cop Scama), Nurnur 
Cummings (“very unconvincing,” “sun must have baked his 
brain” as Rob the surf-dude roomie), Judith Burke (“standout” 
as Suzy the girlfriend). Producer/Writer/Director/Editor: Viktor 
Rubenfeld (“not much of a story,” “decent direction,” “stinks”). 
[Forthright Productions/Raedon. 1987/90.] Overall rating: 74. 





Members of the Action Committee are Janice Clifford, film production coordinator, Venice, Calif.; Steve Hadden, high 
school student and K-Mart stock boy, Lakeland, Fla; Louis Halper, fire protection contractor, Long Beach, Calif.; Lee Kondor, 
electrical engineer, York, Pa.; Gary Murray, food server/comic/writer, Dallas; Graham Niven, gun dealer/photojournalist, 
Raeford, N.C.; Dennis Nivens, physicist, Hermosa Beach, Calif.; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, Palo Alto, 
Calif.; George W. Sweitzer, computer programmer, East Windsor, N.J.; Stan Tims, marketing manager for a computer 
company, Austin, Tex.; John Ward, editorial assistant for a textbook publisher, Boston; and Dr. Todd A. Wyatt, pathologist, 


Nashville. 


hat unex- 
plained phe- 
nomenon causes X- 
Files actress 
Gillian Anderson 
to wear a heavy 
trenchcoatin an epi- 
sode set in the heat 
of the summer in 
South America? Not 
so mysterious, re- 
ally, in light of the 
birth of her daugh- 
ter, Piper, this Sep- 
tember—a _ preg- 
nancy painstak- 
ingly camouflaged 
by X-Files producers thanks to creative wardrobe 
solutions and camera angles. In an April interview 
with Craig Miller, publisher of the 32-page bi- 
monthly magazine Wrapped in Plastic, Gillian talks 
candidly about the direction of the series, but makes 
no mention of the pregnancy. Clearly, Miller hints 
for disclosure with his last inter- 
view question: “Anything you 
wanted to say that we didn’t cover 
that you’ve been dying to an- 
nounce to the world?” To which 
Gillian responds, “No, I can’t -. 
think of anything.” (Uh-huh.) bes 
Although Wrapped in Plastic has : 
been traditionally devoted to the 
now-defunct Twin Peaks series 
and the current exploits of its 
actors, it began a crossover into 
detailed coverage of Fox’s hit sci- 
fi series X-Files when former 
Twin Peaker David Duchovny 
landed the lead role. This issue of 
WIP provides X-Files-ophiles 
with an episode guide, a check- 
list of related magazine articles 
to date, a case history map, and 
character profiles. In spite of this 
departure, Miller steadfastly 
maintains WIP’s dedication to 
Twin Peaks, “probably the great- 
est dramatic series in the history 
of television.” For a year’s sub- 
scription to Wrapped in Plastic, 
send $26 to: Win-Mill Produc- 
tions, 1912 EK. Timberview Ln., 
Arlington, TX 76014. 
€ 
Drawing dirty pictures in 
Florida can get you thrown in 
jail. At least that’s what Mike 
Diana, publisher of the graphi- 
cally violent comic-zine Boiled 





... Wherein We repor€ from the 
underground, Ehe counfter-culture, 
€he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 






Angel, found out 
when he was con- 
victed of the publi- 
cation and distribu- 
tion of obscene ma- 
terial. The D.A. 
tried to stick him 
with a two-year 
prison sentence, 
but he got “off? with 
three years proba- 
tion and a $60 per 
month probation 
fee, $100 per month 
payment on a 
$3,000 fine, two 
mandatory  ap- 
pointments each month with the state shrink at $100 
a pop, several hundred hours of community service, 
and the requirement of attending and paying for a 
class on ethics in journalism. First and Fourth Amend- 
ment rights watchdog Tom Wheeler of Out of 
Bounds magazine contends, “Mike has been ordered 


Mum/’s the word on Gillian Anderson’s pregnancy, pictured here 
with X-Files co-star David Duchovny. 





by the State to discontinue drawing for three years. 
To ensure he complies, the State granted the cops the 
right to enter his home at any time to make sure he 
. What is extreme, in fact, 


isn’t doodling again. . . 


Forget Victoria. This glamour pose has us wondering 


about Jewel’s Secret. 
downright fucked up, are the actions of the State, 
acting as self-appointed arbiters of public morality, 
to put a stop to one of its citizens from drawing comics 
deemed unfit by a bunch of cowardly cops and 
pathetic bureaucrats.” We like your spirit, Tom, 
which is fearlessly reflected in Out of Bounds, a 
smart, confrontational, 74-page quarterly covering 
music, culture, politics, humor and reviews, going 
“beyond the designated limits.” A sample issue goes 
for $4 or send $14 for a year’s subscription to: Out of 
Bounds, P.O. Box 4809, Alexandria, VA 22303. 
€ 

In the “Why Dallas Is Better Than Austin” de- 
partment, Dallasite Tom Hendricks, who puts out 
Musea, an eight-page monthly paste-up zine dedi- 





cated to following the ongoing revolution in art, lists 
Joe Bob Briggs as one of the top (“sublime”) reasons. 
We knew we liked Tom for a reason. Or could it be 
because Musea takes an aggressive stance on excel- 
___ lence in art, openly opposing the hand- 
ful of corporate conglomerates which 
currently control all art and art distri- 
bution? Not to mention his support of art 
as an expression of the soul and not the 
pocketbook. The zine provides a show- 
case for amateur talent, sprinkled with 
original poetry, art, and reviews of mu- 
sic, books, films or fanzines. A sample is 
free, or send $10 for a year’s subscrip- 
tion, payable to: Tom Hendricks, 4000 
Hawthorne #5, Dallas, TX 75219-2223. 
€ 
You know the scream-queen busi- 
ness is getting serious when autographed 
lithographs of B-movie actresses start 
going for $95 a pop. Kent Steine is the 
Michigan artist who turns these babies 
out, as previously reported in these 
pages, and he did so well with the origi- 
nal 18-by-24’s of Brinke Stevens and 
Jewel Shepard that he’s now moving 
on to that ultimate promoter of her femi- 
nine pulchritude, the inimitable 
Monique Gabrielle. You get the lim- 
ited edition lithograph of Monique arch- 
ing her luscious back and playing with 
her golden tresses, printed in six colors 
on Kashmir paper, with a certificate of 
authenticity, autographed by the artist 
and the model, for a mere 95 bucks plus 
eight bucks shipping, payable to: Stabur 
Corp., 11904 Farmington Rd., Livonia, 
MI 48150. 
€ 
If you ask Joe Bob, he'll tell you that 
the ultimate maverick filmmaker is 
Roger Corman, king of the exploita- 
tion era, whose first film, The Wild An- 
gels, is the only film to combine the 
French New Wave, Italian Neorealism, and pure- 
dee American sleaze. It made so much money that 
the Hell’s Angels decided that they were underpaid 
for their services and threatened to kill him. Fortu- 
nately, Corman was able to buy them off for $1,000. 
This and other industry folks’ maverick picks are 
highlighted in a brand new feature section of Video 
Eyeball called “Film Fax,” launched in the new and 
improved September issue. Video Eyeball continues 
to be a sharp-looking, well-written and researched 
source for highlighting quality and often overlooked 
video entertainment. Thirty pages published bi- 
monthly, it goes for $10 per year, payable to: Video 
Eyeball, 122 Montclair Ave., Boston, MA 02131- 
1344. 
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Mississippi may prefer revenge-happy bored inmates, but give me... 


Nerds Behind Bars 


get a lot of letters from guys in jail. This guy at 

San Quentin told me I have “a jailhouse sense of 
humor.” A guy on Texas Death Row told me I have 
sixteen fans there. I don’t know if this is good or bad, 
but I think it’s good. 

No, I know it’s good. 

The reason it’s good is that we need to be doing 
every damn thing we can to make 
sure convicts have contact with non- 
convicts. Punks, drug dealers, armed 
robbers, murderers, extortionists— 
they all need to be talking to some- 
body whois not a drug dealer, armed 
robber or extortionist, if we’re ever 
gonna get this stuff under control. 

But instead, all the state legis- 
lators are passing these new laws to 
get tough on people who are already 
in jail. Laws to make their lives 
more miserable, and to make em 
more isolated from the general pub- 
he. 

Mississippi is the worst. They 
just passed a law that says inmates 
can no longer have TV’s, radios, 
record players, tape players, CD 
players, computers or stereos. They 
also have to wear striped uniforms, 
like the old chain gangs, and they won’t be allowed 
to use weight-lifting equipment. 

Of all the items on this list, the weirdest one to 
me is the computer. If I had an inmate who wanted 
to spend all day nerding around in his cell with a 
computer, I’d say we had a good chance of getting 
that boy a job someday. You really wanna have the 
guy make license plates, but not know what MS- 
DOS is? Shoot, I’ve worked on a computer for years, 
and I still don’t know what MS-DOS is. Maybe we’ve 
found the perfect occupation for guys with nothing 
but time on their hands. 

Now. I also happen to know a lot of guys in the 
Pennsylvania state prisons, because some of them 
are allowed to pay ten bucks a month to get The 
Movie Channel. They see my show, they write to me. 
And never once have I gotten a letter saying, “You 
know what, Joe Bob? Since I’m getting cable TV now, 
this is not such a bad place after all.” 

Cable TV does not make prison desirable. I’m 
surprised I have to point this out. What cable TV 
does is give the prisoner a little bit of perspective on 
the outside world. Yet a lot of legislatures are ban- 
ning cable TV. Not just TV. Specifically cable TV. I 
feel a little offended. I don’t know why network TV 





would be good for a prisoner, but cable TV would be 
bad. But that seems to be what they’re saying. 
Almost as weird is the ban on weight-lifting 
equipment. Isn’t it in everybody’s interest to keep 
these guys healthy, so we don’t have to take care of 
em when they get old? There’s only one thing more 
expensive than keeping a prisoner, and that’s keep- 


wy 


~~ 


i 
: 
if 


j 
j 


ing an old, sick prisoner who’s in the infirmary all 
the time. 

What’s going on here? Does anybody really be- 
lieve the Mississippi State Prison system is a pleas- 
ant comfortable place? 

Please. 

Give em their TV’s and stereos back. We don’t 
have to buy em. We don’t have to provide em. But do 
you really want these guys spending twenty-three 
hours a day planning who to get revenge on when 
they get out? You might as well just issue em a 
government pistol on the day they get out. 

Because, believe me, by then it’s too late for 
computer school, you know what I mean? 


Old Grouch Alert! 


The Starway Drive-In, just west of Frank- 
fort, Kentucky, is up for sale, but there’s one 
hitch. Owner Michael Chakeres will sell the ten- 
acre site only if it is not used as a drive-in. 
Reason: this traitor owns two hardtops in Frank- 
fort. Brian Powell of Lexington reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 
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They say the economy’ nasty nasty nasty—maybe the economists are Just. . . 


Flaky Flaky Flaky 


H™ come you 
never find out 
that the economy is 
booming until it’s 
time to stop boom- 
ing? 

You know what 
I mean? Last week I 
saw one of those 
look-out-another-re- 
cession-is-coming 
articles in The New 
York Times, and it 
said this will reverse 
a three-year trend of 
good economic news. 
Shoot, that goes back 
to the last year of 
Bush, who was get- 
ting fried on eco- 
nomic issues. 

And, if the last 
three years were so 
dadblamed great, 
then where were all 
the articles and news 


See 


reports talking about how sordlerfal life is and ee 


we can all go out to Bonanza for dinner? All I 
remember the last three years is people saying, 
“Man, this recession is about to kill me.” What were 
they talking about? Some other country’s recession? 
The recession in Nepal? 

And this isn’t the first time this has happened. 
We had a similar deal back in the eighties that was 
reported by the media like this: 

1985—Goshdarn it, we just hit a recession. 

1986—Oh boy, is this recession a doozie. 

1987—Were talking big-time monster recession 


ee 
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here. 

1988—Nasty nasty 
nasty. 

1989—We're going 
down again. We were 
actually recovering in 
1988, even though we 
said “Nasty nasty 
nasty.” We don’t know 
why we said that, but 
that was actually a 
short-term recovery 
year. But now it’s 
gonna be really dismal 
and depressing. 

1990—Well, it 
wasn't that dismal and 
depressing, was it? We 
had two kinda sorta 
okay years. Of course, 
nobody knew they were 
kinda sorta okay, be- 
cause they expected 
nasty and dismal and 
depressing. But the 
economy hasn’t really 


sitet 


ever oes Som 85, so get ready to have your 


socks knocked off. 

1991—See! We told you so! We told you so! The 
sucker went down again, didn’t it? We're into the 
toilet now. We’re flushed, and we’re swirling down 
into the bowl. Boy, is this gonna be painful. 

And now we find out we had three years of strong 
indicators and indexes and doohickeys, telling us 
how rich we were all that time. 

If they’d told us at the time, we could of bought a 
little J&B and celebrated! 

Who are these people anyhow? 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like ajerk in 
your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Cassette Tapes & CD’s 

White Men Can't Jump; Hollywood Chainsaw Hookers and 
other film scores by Michael Perilstein; Flies by Jackie Martling; 
Holy Smokee! by Jackie Martling; Rollin’ With The Punches by 
Jackie Martling; Head Over Heels by Headpins; Rough Cutt; 


Alibi by Vandenberg; In The Beginning by Malice; Without Love 
by Black ’n Blue; The Hard Way by Point Blank; Disturbed; 
Impotency Solutions; The Big Decision Made Easy by the Kan- 
sas City Art Institute; Mr. Saddam by the Patriettes; The Last 
Dragon; Purple Rain by Prince & the Revolution; Songs for the 
Holidays. 
Videos 

Over Her Dead Body with Elizabeth Perkins and Judge 
Reinhold; Over the Hill; Pals with George C. Scott and Don 
Ameche; Ozone: Attack Of The Redneck Mutants; Paper Mar- 
riage with Samo Hung and Maggie Cheung; Party Incorporated; 
Passed Away with Bob Hoskins and Tim Curry; Passion Flower 
with Bruce Boxleitner and Barbara Hershey; Payback with 
Michael Ironside and Don Swayze; Perfect Family. 
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Dear Joe Bob: 
Let freedom ring! 
Enclosed is a copy 
of the recent action of 
the California Medical 
Association House of 
Delegates, condemning 
media violence except 
that which is essential 
to the plot. I was there 
and had the pleasure of 
testifying in favor of 
this resolution! 
Sadly, our only drive-in, the Airline (so named 
because it’s in the flight path of the airport), went out 
of business in 1989 except as a swap meet. Still has 
the entrance gate and the screen, though. 
Yours truly, 
Charles H. Nicholson, M.D. 
Montecito, Calif. 

Dear Dr. Chuck: 

So where do the esteemed doctors of California 
stand on the issue of exploding heads? 

I, for one, don’t want to live in a world where 
exploding heads are banned. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Who would go on a stamp of Jim Morrison? 
Young Lizard King or older overweight poet? Or Val 
Kilmer instead, since he looks and sounds so much 
alike? And would that be selling out? For Morrison, 
Kilmer, or Oliver Stone? What would Shirley 
MacLaine have to say about this? Do past lives 
count? Now that “Freddy’s Dead,” can he appear on 
a stamp? 
Sometimes, it’s like I can only talk to you, Joe 
Bob. 
Your partner in crime, 
Armando D. Munoz 
Seattle 

Dear Armando: 

I vote for the bloated heroin-head grizzly-bear 
armpit-crust Jim Morrison. 

It’s a nineties thing. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

A great big howdy from Little Rock. 

We're nearly neighbors twice. I have a 
P.O. box at the same P.O. in Dallas as you 
do (International Association of Turtles, 
P.O. Box 951) and I live next door to your 
mom in Little Rock. 

I need some info on where I can find a 
film called The Restless Ones starring Kim 
Darby, circa 1965. I enjoy The Joe Bob 
Report. 

Sincerely, 
Ed Neville 
Little Rock, Ark. 








Dear Ed: 

The Restless Ones is 
not available on video, 
according to all the lat- 
est guides. 

Sorry, I tried. 

My mom ordered me 
to try. Thanks a lot, Ed. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Allright, you started 
this (with your review 
of To Sleep With a Vampire), so now you're gonna 
have to do the right thing and finish it. Since check- 
ing out the movie, on your recommendation, I have 
become an acolyte of Charlie Spradling. However, 
can I get in touch with her? Would it help if I added 
that I’m desperate? 
By the way, I’ve just started reading Iron Joe 
Bob. What does that tell you? 
Al Muir 
Dallas 
Dear AI: 
You’re closer than you think. Charlie Spradling 
is a Fort Worth gal from way back. 
I'll send her your letter, bud. 


Joe Bob, 

I read your column last week, and you said that 
the flick was Jay Leno’s film debut. Well, wasn’t Jay 
in American Hot Wax? I could swear that he was in 
a supporting role. The flick is just okay, but Jerry 
Lee Lewis and Chuck Berry got to rock at the end. 

Gary Murray 
Dallas 
Dear Gary: 

It’s pretty scary to think there are people out there 
tracking Jay Leno’s screen appearances. 

I’m sure youre right about it. 


Dear Joe Bob: 
I thought that you, as a distinguished ola-phile, 
would be interested in this: According to East of the 


Sorry, Charlie! 


Oops! We goofed. In 
the August 22 issue of The 
Joe Bob Report, we incor- 
rectly identified the actress 
in the Angel of Destruc- 
tion 
Chanda. Actually, that 
should be our friend 
Charlie Spradling. (How 
could we have missed that 
one?) 


cover photo as 


Charlie Spradling 


Sun, a history of Siberia by Benson Bobrick, the 
staple food of the native peoples of eastern Siberia 
used to be powdered dried fish, which they referred 
to as “yukola.” 

Makes you think, doesn’t it? 

Perhaps nowadays they have new improved 
yukola, with oat bran. 

Douglas Nelson 
Omaha, Neb. 
Dear Doug: 

I don’t know which is more amazing, that you 
were reading a history of Siberia, or that I have been 
thinking about it ever since you wrote. 

You think that, now that Russia is non-Commie, 
we ll have imported yukola sold in health-food stores? 


Dear Joe Bob, 
I wanna know why you are always giving Traci 
Lords and Ginger Lynn Allen credit for their porno 
past, yet you have not acknowledged Madison Stone’s 
past and, as far as I know, continuing career in the 
porn business. Maybe you are playing some sort of 
politics, and, if you are, shame on you, pal. Maybe 
you just haven’t gotten around to mentioning it. 
Maybe you are so busy you actually didn’t know 
about Madison, which I doubt. The publicity shot of 
her dancing from Naked Obsession that ran twice in 
less than a year in your newsletter generated enough 
interest from readers that you ran a third, different 
photo and mini-bio in the zine. 4g" 
I thought for sure you would mr 
mention to all who were inter- : 
ested that more of her could be 
seen in other movies. What’s 
the deal? 

You know, if you grew a 
mustache and shrank about half 
a foot, you'd look just like Davey 
Allison, NASCAR stock car 
driver and winner of the 792 
Daytona 500. 

Graham Niven 
Raeford, N.C. 
Dear Graham: 
Madison makes dirty mov- 


Honest, I did not know. 
Will my reputation suffer because of this? 


Greedy Capitalist Alert! 


Coury’s Drive-In in North Adams, Massa- 
chusetts, last remaining drive-in in the area, has 
closed. And the evildoer, once again, is Wal-Mart, 
enemy of drive-ins across America. Wal-Mart 
paid $2 million for the land. Thomas McGarry of 
Lake Oswego, Oregon, reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 





Kermit, fugitive frog, stops off for a cold one and 
ies? bumps into Carol Kane and Telly Savalas in the 


cameo-ridden road film, The Muppet Movie. 





This Week's Contest 


Daniel Stewart of Ypsilanti, Michigan: “I got a 
question for the ‘Find That Flick’ geniuses that read 
your newsletter. Like everybody who writes to this 
section says, I saw this movie years ago on late, late 
night TV and it’s been driving me crazy ever since, 
not knowing what the hell it was. It was a real 
psycho-delic sixties hippie-type flick, about a young 
hippie chick who was apparently lost in the big city 
and has all kinds of acid-like adventures. I remem- 
ber that we got all kinds of big name cameos, like 
James Coburn as a demented surgeon and Marlon 
Brando (as a truck driver, I think). It’s all kind of 
vague in my mind at this point. I tuned in after it 
started and fell asleep before it ended. I’d appreciate 
it if anybody can tell me the title and if it’s available 
on tape.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the July 25 issue, Jerry Tannenbaum of 
New Carlisle, Indiana, wrote: “Biologists are report- 
ing the disap- 
pearance of frogs, 
yes, frogs all over 
the contiguous 48 
states. Do I re- 
member correctly 
that there was an 
old flick about a 
crazed tycoon 
who was going 
around collecting 
frogs to open upa 
chain of frog- 
burger stands? Is 
this life imitating 
art?” 

We received 
eight correct an- 
swers, so our winner was chosen by drawing. And he 
in... 

Eric Hyman of Fayetteville, North Carolina: 
“Either there is more than one movie with the same 
theme (not impossible), or Jerry is slightly 
misremembering, or both, for that description ap- 
plies to, of all things, The Muppet Movie, except that 
the chain was selling frog legs, not frogburgers. 
Charles Durning, who has done his share of drive-in 
movies, was the crazed tycoon. No breasts (natch). 
But car chases, various fu, gratuitous cameos. The 
(first) Muppet Movie is actually a pretty decent 
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movie—it’s a road flick, among other things—the 
only one of their movies worth watching. The origi- 
nal TV series, now re-run on Nickelodeon, is their 
best work.” 

Additional information came from our seven 
runners-up... 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: 
“Durning plays Doc Hopper, owner of a chain of 
French-fried frog-legs restaurants who wants Kermit 
to be his spokesfrog. Kermit refuses because he 
keeps thinking of all those frogs across the country 
on their tiny crutches. A fun film, but way too many 
cameos by big-name stars who have nothing to do 
with the story line.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: 
“Ever see S. Gross’ classic little cartoon of two diners 
at a French restaurant? As they look down in dis- 
may, asad-eyed and legless frog wheels himself out 


of the kitchen in a little cart.” 

Raymond Tate of Pittsburgh: “This could be 
the 1979 Muppet Movie, directed by James Frawley, 
starring the late, great Jim Henson as Kermit, 
Rowlf, Dr. Teeth and Waldorf, and Frank Oz as Miss 
Piggy, Fozzie Bear, Animal and Sam the Eagle. The 
movie featured Jim Nelson as Floyd Pepper, Crazy 
Harry and Robin the Frog, Richard Hunt as Scooter, 
Statler, Janice, Sweetums and Beaker, and Dave 
Goelz as the Great Gonzo and Dr. Bunson Honey- 
dew. Durning, in an ugly frog suit, recites the follow- 
ing poetry. 

Frogs'legs, frogs’ legs, 

frogs’ legs so fine 

Hopper’s is the place you 

should dine... If you want just 

a snack. Then here is the one 

a frog leg burger on a bright green bun. 
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Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents 
for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is October 15. Allow 8 weeks 
from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,5/36,M/38,L/40- 
A2, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide 
shipping address and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXL orlarger $170) Size 
$ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Forced To Fight’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the Kung Fu fest Forced To 
Fight starring Don “The Dragon” Wilson for only $10. Joe Bob 
touts it as one of the best pictures of the year, and the finest 
performance of Richard Roundtree’s career. Hurry! Offer 
expires October 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Forced To 
Fight video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 
Address 

City 

Charge Card # 
Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 
Signature 


BOOKS«BINDERS«BACK ISSUES 


ee et 


‘Cappuccino My Butt’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Ordering information for any of Joe Bob's five books, 1990-94 
binders, orlist of back issues available by writing to address below. 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Durning wants Kermit to be Ju- 
das Frog and become the new 
spokesperson for Hopper’s Frog 
Legs. Kermit not being yellow re- 
fuses. Frog on the run, Kermit 
meets and forms the Muppets. 
Kermit also meets a cast of gratu- 
itous cameos: Edgar Bergen, 
Milton Berle, Mel Brooks, Dom 
DeLuise, Elliot Gould, Madeline 
Kahn, Carol Kane, Chloris Leach- 
man, Steve Martin, Richard Pryor, 
Telly Savalas, Paul Williams, who 
also starred in the blockbuster 
Phantom of the Paradise, and, 
believe it or not, Orson (Citizen 
Kane) Welles as Hollywood execu- 
tive Lew Lord. I hope I’m right. 
I’ve been dying to use this infor- 
mation.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Christine Ayen of Sun Valley, 
California; Maribeth Bruno of 
Chicago; Erich Mees of Dun- 
woody, Georgia; Tim Murphy of 
South El Monte, California; and 
Brent A. Richardson of Colum- 
bus, Ohio. 


Find That Flick’ Update 


Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, 
California: “In the October 4 issue 
Billy Ray Hollifield stumped us all 
with a movie he vaguely remem- 
bered. You only received two en- 
tries, and the prize was awarded 
by default to Bill Cantey, which is 
okay, but his nomination of The 
Atomic Submarine was, I believe, 


Friends 
—_— & 
Freebies 


- Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 
enough to appreciate a sample copy of 


The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 
you a free video from our stockpile of 
about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
you get another video, and you get to 
choose it from the list. 





not the movie Billy Ray was look- 
ing for. At the time, I didn’t recol- 
lect a scene like the one described 
by him, but I hadn’t seen The 
Atomic Submarine in years, so I 
wasn’t sure. I saw and recorded 
The Atomic Submarine when it 
played on The Sci-Fi Channel. And 
there is no such scene in it. No 
men fighting in a control room. No 
fights at all, anywhere. No gun, 
ray or Very, on the floor. No count- 
down. And definitely no female 
alien melting in another room. 
The only females (Joi Lansing and 
Jean Moorhead) appear at the 
beginning of the movie and are 
very human. The only similarity 
is the Arctic setting. Under the 
Arctic, actually. So I think the 
movie Billy Ray wanted us to iden- 
tify remains unidentified.” 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 
Place a personal ad or message, 


Cc 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee or mail | 
| your ad with check payable to The Joe | 
Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
| 75221. Your ad will appear in approxi- | 
| mately three weeks. | 

a 


Joe Bob’s 


Classifieds 





Fanztines 


Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-5, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


Miscellaneous 


Cutting edge poetry and unique post cards. 


Send $1 for sample to Genuine Lizard, 
P.O. Box 2044, Fort Worth, TX 76113. 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


Video Sales 


Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre— 


Blood, nudity, violence, kung fu. Christmas 
special: $15 payable to Carl J. Sukenick. 
C.J.S. Films, c/o Sukenick, Burgundy A10, 
Delray Beach, FL 33484. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 








$10 for 15 words additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
60 cents each additional word ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
Run the ad again at half price! 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
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